BLOOD WEDDING
MOTHER: Weep. But at the door.
[The GIRL enters. The BRIDE stays at the door. The MOTHER is at
the centre of the stage.]
LEONARDO'S WIFE [entering and going to the left]:
He was a beautiful horseman,
now he's a heap of snow.
He rode to fairs and mountains
and women's arms.
Now, the night's dark moss
crowns his forehead.
MOTHER:
A sunflower to your mother,
a mirror of the earth.
*"Let them put on your breast
the cross of bitter rosebay;
and over you a sheet
of shining silk;
between your quiet hands
let water Form its lament.
WIFE:
Ay-y-y, four gallant boys
come with tired shoulders!
BRIDE:
Ay-y -y, four gallant boys
carry death on high!
MOTHER:
Neighbours.
LITTLE GIRL [at the door]:
They're bringing them now.
MOTHER:
It's the same thing.
Always the cross, the cross.    .
WOMEN:
Sweet nails,
cross adored,
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